170                                            The Sunny Hours
Usbek sentinels drifted across the stillness of the
night, numbing her senses with their sadness.
Her name was Anarkali, and she lived in an
apartment closed against the outer world by fifty
feet of masonry rising sheer from the lake. She
had lately come from the north-west, where her
nomadic Persian mother had died of cholera in
the mountains. After her mother's death she had
found employment as a singer at Udaipur. She
had a soft voice, and she soon pleased the Ruler
Pertap with the songs of her land. In the morn-
ings her toilet was elaborately arranged by her
female attendants. Her hair was combed till its
raven blackness crackled with a surfeit of vitality.
Rising after its completion, she would survey her-
self in an adjacent pool. She realised at such
moments that she was no longer a Persian nomad;
she knew she was beautiful, and a peacock's pride
assailed her as she gazed at her reflection below.
In the late afternoons, she would visit the
zenana gardens. There, honey-seeking insects
laboured busily over the pollen, and fountains
made murmurous music where the tame King-
fishers preened themselves amid cascades of spray.
*                  *                  *
THE palace of the Mewar Ruler was a haven
undreamed of in her narrow philosophy. The old
rajah Pertap derived from her singing a genuine
aesthetic satisfaction. Music, next to his strictly
orthodox religious fervour, was his chief joy in life.
The nuances of Kashmiri ditties fascinated and
enlivened his veteran brain. At the conclusion of